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Summary: "His blue eyes, different from other dragons, yet adamant 
that their owner was still one of the reptiles, snapped open." (Rated 
T, just to be safe. Accepting requests.) 


Adamant 

The warriors placed baby Pahun into the den with a blend of 
callousness and terror, partly due to the dragons that lurked in 
there and partly due to the fact that they did not want to hurt him- 
their master would have their heads if they did. 

Despite their somewhat gentle treatment, Pahun opened his little 
mouth and screamed. Drago ' s warriors scattered, spraying snow into 
the infant ' s face in their haste to leave the immediate area before 
the beasts inside the cave awoke. 

The mother Skrill's eyes snapped open first, and she lumbered over to 
the young intruder, still not having shaken off the effects of 
sleep . 

The baby only screamed harder, waking up the lightning dragon 
matriarch's brood at the back of the cave. In a flash of anger for 
this occurrence, the mother Skrill considered almost lazily swiping 
him away, letting him crack his vulnerable little head and die. 

But then she saw what he looked like. 

He had a thatch of dark head-scales, which was not unusual, for the 
night-scaled ones were covered in similar scales- but as she reached 
out a claw to brush his head-scales away from his forehead, she found 
that they were soft, and _furry_. 

But that realisation was soon lost, for she caught sight of his 
eyes . 



They were like no other scaled ones'. The same colour as the 
spike-tailed scaled ones' scales, and the mother Skrill's 
sky-fire . 

But not yellow, or even green, like other dragons'. 

Perhaps he was special? 

She thought that was a bit of a bold statement to make so quickly- 
after all, he was only a scaleless. 

Seemingly in objection to this, the youngling resumed his screaming, 
and the mother Skrill saw that he was hastily and shoddily swaddled 
in black sheepskin, of which was covered with dried vomit. Scaled 
ones did not treat their hatchlings like this, so why should 
scalelesses? She guessed that it was because they were stupid. 

She smelt the tang of the King scaled ones' nest on his sheepskin, 
and remembered that some scalelesses did not like the way it moved 
about, and often vomited over the side of their moving wood. 

But instead of wiping the vomit away from his sheepskin, the 
war-slave-scalelesses did not know what to do, and just left him- 
which explained why the youngling was currently screaming with 
hunger . 

Perhaps she had to pardon the war-slave-scalelesses, though- they had 
been taken away from their mates and broods quite willingly, 
believing that they were helping to exterminate the scaled ones- when 
their master, who smelled of anger and hate and blood and long-ago 
fear and metal on his right wing, had no such plans for them. He 
ordered their mates and broods killed as soon as the new 
war-slave-scalelesses had joined his army. So they had to serve him, 
for so long that they had forgotten how to care for a 
youngling ! 

Suddenly, she remembered something that she had been told once- 
scalelesses who vomited at the King-scaled-ones ' nest's moving about 
were said to have been dragons in a previous life, or perhaps have 
dragon blood in their veins. 

Her brood came over to her, and nuzzled her with their snouts, 
wanting food. 

She abandoned her maternal instincts for the youngling, and instead 
directed them to her brood, making the food inside her stomach rise 
up to her throat, and regurgitated it into her broods' gaping 
mouths . 

The youngling screamed harder than it had ever screamed in its short, 
miserable life, desperately wanting food. 

The mother Skrill made the decision that he was most definitely a 
dragon, and picked him up with her wing-claw. But instead of casting 
him away like she once thought of doing, she placed him next to her 
brood, to feed him. She crooned, in order to encourage him to eat, 
and he crooned back. 


But in a way that sounded more dragon than human. 



•:k ^ ^ 


><p><strong><span>Glossary<span>* * 

**head-scales** - hair 
* *night-scaled one** - Night Fury 
**scaled one** - dragon 

**spike-tailed scaled one** - Deadly Nadder 
**sky-fire** - lightning 
**scaleless** - human 

**King scaled ones' nest** - the sea (Bewilderbeast s are "kings" 
among dragons, and they live in the sea) 

**moving wood** - normally a ship, but applies to a raft as 
well 

**war-slave-scaleless** - Drago ' s warriors (his dragon-trappers are 
referred to as scaled one-capturer-slaves ) (the "slave" element is 
explained in the fanfic) 

* *youngling* * - a human baby 

* *wing-claw* * - the single claw on a dragon's wings, which (correct 
me if I'm wrong) some quadruped dragons such as Monstrous Nightmares 
and Stormcutters use for walking 


End 
f lie . 



